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One 


Title: Hide and Go Seek 

Rating: NC-IT Slash, very mild bondage, mild blood play. 

Fandom: Nickelback/Metallica XO 

Pairing: Chad/James 

Disclaimer: | know nothing about the sexuality of the people involved, no life styles or life choices are implied. If 
you think this happened | don't want any of what you're on :-) This is a work of fan fiction and should be 
treated as such. 

Summary: Jerry's has a surprise for Chad. Oh, man, that's lame *g*. Plot? What the hell's a plot? 

Notes: Originally written for a friends birthday. Posted ‘cause FunkyCanuck nicely :-) 


Re hn a hw thn 
"Will you trust me?" Trust Jerry Cantrell? Yeah... well actually | do, we've been together close on eighteen 
months in terms of actually being together. If you count the dancing around and the ‘there's no way in hell l'm 


getting close to anyone again’ issues it's more like just over two years. 


We even did the ‘meet the families’ thing recently and believe me I'd take meeting Jer's Dad any day of the 


week over the grilling | got from Messrs Kinney and Inez. For guys that supposedly don't have much to do with 
each other | felt as though | had just been hauled across the coals with no clothes on 


"Chad, I'm just stopping and getting out, I'll be less than two minutes. ‘Kay?" | nod there's not much else | can 
do. | do trust him, implicitly, but there's something about wearing a blindfold that just freaks me a little. 


He's back, the car moves a little as he parks up well I'm assuming that's what he's doing. He guides me out and 
into where ever the hell we are. The sound of our sneakers on the floor would seem to indicate a corridor of 


some kind; it's certainly not carpet anyway. 


We stop and | hear a door being knocked before I'm gently pushed through and sat on what feels like one end 
of a couch. We're in some kind of locker or dressing room and | would guess must be quite a big place too. You 
can never quite get rid of the smell of antiseptic and sweat of when a dressing room doubles as locker room 


in big stadiums. 


A few murmured words that | can't make out and Jer's back beside me, his fingers lightly checking the length 
of silk he'd used to block my vision. 


"You're safe, babe, I'm not leaving the room but I'm not playing either, enjoy yourself." His lips touch my 
temple making my blood heat just a little. ".you know your safe words?" Those words are said louder and | take 


it to mean | should repeat them. 


"Carpe Diem." So | have a ‘Tallica thing. Made Jer smile the first time we agreed on those. There's the sound of 
a quickly drawn breath before the couch dips beside me. 


A finger gently touches my cheek, | can feel the callous as it slides down turning my head towards the person 
next to me. A whisper of warm breath traces my jaw line, the slight drag of stubble and the tickle of a ‘tash 


causing me to shudder. 
Lips touch mine; a tongue traces the bottom one seeking entry. Opening | taste coffee and mint as | feel his 
hand cup my cheek. The low sound that vibrates across his lips is echoed by my own. This guy sure knows 


what he's doing. 


"Fuck." Jer's exclamation as we move apart makes me shiver ".so fucking hot." Yes there's need in those 


words but there's also awe. 


Who the hell have | just kissed? Strong fingers remove the scarf and I'm looking into ice blue, fiery, hot ice. If | 
hadn't been busting my zip already, those eyes would have done it. 


"Disappointed?" You've got to be kidding me right? 


James Hetfield 


James fucking Hetfield. 


"Hell. No." The grin | get as those two words trip up over themselves trying to get out has got to be seen to 
be believed Talk about lighting up a room. 


Jer doesn't even bother to disguise his amusement, earning him the finger from both of us. 

| make sure those lips are back on mine as | crawl on to his lap. Feeling him rock hard against my ass. 
Experimentally | wiggle just a little, he pulls away his cursing muffled by my hair as he buries his head against 
my shoulder gently biting at the base of my throat, bringing the blood to the surface, teasing the skin ‘til it 


breaks. 


The sting of blood vessels breaking and the little pain of skin tearing have me grinding into him, whimpers 
forcing their way past clenched teeth. God | need him in me and | need it like yesterday. 


Something obviously communicates it's self as I'm suddenly on the floor, sneakers and jeans off watching 
James fight with his own pants. 


Hot 

So fucking hot. 

Jer sits down by my head; | kinda get the idea he wants my head in his lap as he tries to lift my shoulders. 
Moving a little | give him what he wants. Nuzzling at the hardness that brushes my cheek. That little 


manoeuvre earns me as hiss from above and a gasped ‘fuck’ from James. 


"Behave, Chad." The tone of Jer's voice makes me shiver adding to the tangled knot of need and want coiled in 


me. 

Fingers play against my ankles and | get the idea that someone wants me to spread my legs. 

Like I'd say no. 

Skin against skin, fuck. 

Some wriggling and Jer's hand passes my line of sight with a couple of foil packets in it. 

A slick finger brushing over my entrance muscles relax and | have James’ fingers inside me. Almost pain 
shoots up my spine as he finds just the right spot. | know my hips arch, begging, | don't give a fuck | just want 


him in me. 


Fingers leave me empty then | have what | really want, a slow burn that leaves me clawing for something to 


hold on to. Jer's hands find mine anchoring me, allowing me to fly. 


James rests against me; | can feel his hips digging in to my ass as he presses closer pushing deep. 

God. So good. 

His hand drags over my cock as he moves fisting me | know my nails are marking Jer's hands as | fight for 
some semblance of control. The noises | want to make dying in my throat even if as they try to scrabble free, 
l'm fighting a loosing battle one that | really don't want to win. 

Teeth find the wound on my neck opening it again, his hand tightens on me as he comes hot and heavy, that 
final feeling enough to bring me over. My vision becoming cloudy round the edges for that moment that 


pleasure is everything. 


James is heavy against me but not as heavy as | would have thought, if it wasn't for Jer this could become 


comfortable real quick. 


A hand strays into my hair stroking, turning my head | place a kiss on the bulging zipper drawing a strangled 


groan from its owner. James head moves from my shoulder at the sound and he rolls carefully away. 


Someone bangs on the door just as it looked as though he was about to say something. His finger comes to his 


lips to silence us, 

"What?" | don't hide my grin at a Hetfield roar. 

Roaring and buck-naked. 

Damn. 

"We doin’ this sound check?" Lars has of those voices you'd recognise anywhere. 


"Yeah, yeah give me a fucking moment will you?" That brings some laughed curses and comments in a language 


| don't understand but James obviously does as a flush creeps over him, all over him. 


Jer's hair brushes against my face and | know he's hiding a smile as | turn my head against him for a moment 


to hide mine. 


Watching James struggle with his clothes trying to get dressed in a rush is funny it really is | know | shouldn't 
laugh be | can't help it and neither can Jer apparently. 


"Dicks." But its said without malice. 


"This shouldn't take too long, you two wanna hang around before the gig?" There's a speculative look in his 


eyes. 


"We've got a rest day tomorrow, if you actually fancy seeing the show?" More speculation though there's a 


lot of hesitation mixed in with it. 


Focusing on Jer's eyes | try to see what he's thinking, a brow raises in question followed by a slight nod to 


which | give my own. 


"Sounds cool.. but we need to know what's happening before this goes any further." James looks slightly 
nonplussed by what Jer's just said but nods all the same. 


A couple of access all areas passes and VIP tickets are produced and he leaves muttering something about Jer 
being the last person he would have thought to hear that from: 


~End~ 


